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a new saddle in Waheida, and at six in the evening
I started off again, with only the camel-boy this
time, to catch up Nuri's detachment, which had
already moved off in the direction of Jurf.
My new companion, Rahayil, was an ignorant
camel-herd who knew nothing of the world except
the habits and needs of camels, but he was a very
fine tracker, and led the way without difficulty along
the track left by the detachment, which was quite
invisible to me. It was dark by the time we found
the camp, and I was lucky to hit off the tent of
Pisani, the commander of the French Algerian gun
detachment, who entertained me with his usual
hospitality. He told me that the detachment was
to attack a post five miles south of Abu Jerdun at
dawn the next morning, and to complete the de-
struction of two large bridges which had been partly
demolished a fortnight before during the prepara-
tions for the unsuccessful attack on Maan. We were
to start at two in the morning, and after capturing
the post and destroying the bridges, were to cross
the line to a place where Auda abu Tai, the sheikh
of the Howeitat, reported that there was plenty of
water for the force. Here we would halt for the
night, and move on next day to the hills east of the
line above Jurf al Derawish station, which was not
open to attack from the west.
At two o'clock I was woken by the French sentry,
and given a good cup of the hot coffee which was
kept on tap all night in the French lines for sentries
and stray visitors. Pisani and I hung about till
half-past three, when, as there was no sign of move-
ment, I went over to Nuri's tent and asked what
had happened. cc Well," said Nuri, cc it is a most
unfortunate thing, but we have no guide who can

